A HUNT  ,FOR  THE   NIGHTINGALE

shall find one in .some of Gilbert White's haunts;
but I did not. I spent two rniny days at Belborne; I
passed many chilly and cheerless hours loitering
along those wet lanes and dells and dripping hang-
ers, wooing both my bird and the spirit of the gen-
lie parson, but apparently without; getting very near
to either. When I think of the place now, I see
its hurrying and anxious haymakers in the field of
mown grass, and hear the cry of a, child that sat
in the hay back of the old church, and cried by the
hour while its mother was busy with her rake not
far oh*. The rain had ceased, the hay had dried
oil a little, and scores of men, women, and children,
but mostly women, hud flocked to the fields to rake
it up. The hay is got together inch by inch, and
every inch is fought for. They first rake it up into
narrow swaths, each person taking a strip about
a yard wide. If they hold the ground thus gained,
when the hay dries an hour or two longer, they
take another hitch, and thus on till they get it into
the cock or "carry" it from the windrow. It is
usually nearly worn out with handling before they
get it into the rick.

From Selborne I went to Alton, along a road Hint
wan one prolonged rifle pit, but smooth and hard
as a rock; thence by train buck to London, To
leave no ground for self accusation in future, on
the score of not having made a thorough effort to
hear my Mon^slor, I the next day made a trip northn, I mml doubtless I
